Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



Gs ii, -II ? 



i 



HARVARD COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 




THE BEQUEST OF 

EVERT JANSEN WENDELL 

OF NEW YORK 
1918 





Shin- 




- ^ 



r 




— - — ^ — 1- 



TRANSLATED BY 



■f . 



G. VOLNEY DORSEY, M. PV 



^ 



-' i' 



1880; 



>* w 



' -, 



_ > - 



N ^:: 



(-. ■' 



' .^ 



CEdipus King of Thebes. 



THE 



CEdipus Tyrannus 



OF 



SOPHOCLES. 



Translated into English Verse, 



BY 



G. VOLNEY DORSEY, M. D. 



PIQUA, OHIO. 
Miami Publishing Co. Printers, Piqua. 

18 8 0. 



HA«VA«0 COLtEQE L/BRARt 
'^^ % 3 \ . T \ r FROW 

THE BEQUEST Of 

EVERT JANSEN WENDELL 

1918 



ARGUMENT. 



.•* 



CEdipus was the son of Lains, King of Thebes, and Jocasta his wife. Laius 
having been warned by an Oracle that he should be murdered by his own son, 
when QCdipus was born, sent him by a servant to Mount Citheron to be exposed 
to death. His feet being bound with cords he was to be suspended to a tree and 
left to perish, but the servant who bore him, pitying the child, gave him over 
to another shepherd who belonged to Polybus, King of Corinth. He was taken 
to this King, who, with Merope his wife, being without children, received him 
gladly as sent to them by the Gods. From his swollen and lacerated feet he was 
called CEdipus. Brought up at the court of Corinth as the son of the King, he 
learns by accident that he is a foundling and consulting the Oracle at Delphos, 
gets no satisfaction as to his birth, but is informed it is decreed that he 
shall murder his father and wed his own mother. Supposing this to refer to 
Polybus and Merope, he determines to quit Corinth and wandering through 
Phocis meets, accidentally, King Lalus and some attendants, by whom being 
ordered to give the way, a quarrel ensues, in which Laius and all his attendant^i 
except one are slain. CEdipus, pursuing his Journey, arrives at Thebes, where 
the people are suflferlng from the Sphynx, a monster composed of the forms of a 
woman, a lion and an eagle, and who devours every one who cannot solve her 
riddle. OEdipus declares the riddle, destroys the Sphynx and Is rewarded by the 
Thebans with the kingdom and wife of Laius which they had promised to their 
deliverer. 

Such is the history, antecedent to the tragedy, which opens with a scene in 
Thebes, where the people are again in great distress on account of a pestilence 
prevailing in the city. The Oracle being consulted declares that the pestilence 
can only be abated by the punishment of the murderer of King Laius. CEdipus 
engages actively in the search for the guilty man, and at length is convinced, by 
the testimony of witnesses, that he is himself the murderer and has become 
the husband of his own mother Jocasta. This discovery, and its consequences, 
form the subject of the tragedy. 



DIVISIONS OF THE TRAGEDY. 

Scene First.— Investigation by the Oracle 1—163 

Chorus. 
Scene Second.— Investigation by the Prophet 244— .123 

Chorus. 
Scene Third.— Quarrel with Creon. Appearance of Jocasta 580—983 

Chorus. 

Scene Fourth.— Partial and Complete Discovery. 1052—1335 

(Divided by a Choral Ode.) 

Chorus. 

Scene Fifth.— Catastrophe 1378—1710 

Place.— In Thebes before the Palace. 



THE SPHYNX'S RIDDLE. 



There is on Earth a being rare 
With but one voice, but which can bear 
Itself on two feet, four or three. 
And can of varied nature be. 
As aught that moves on Earth below, 
Or that thro' air or sea doth go: . 

But when with the most feet it hastening moves, 
Its halting progress then the slowest proves. 



THE SOLUTION. 



Hear, ill-starred Songstress ! with unwilling ears. 
My words that end your triumphs and our fears; 
Man is thy riddle, who at earliest birth 
An infant crawls fourfooted on the earth, 
Next walks erect, but when increasing years 
Bow down his form, propped by a staff appears. 



CEDIPUS TYRANNUS. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

CEdipus. Teiresias. 

Priejst. Jocasta. 

Creon. Messenger. 

Chorus of the Elders of Thebes. Servant of Laius. 

Second Messenger. 



Scene — A Street in Thebes, 



CEdipus. 

O Children! sprung from ancient Cadmus' line, 
Why gather hurrying crowds around this shrine. 
Bearing these suppliant boughs ? and tell me why 
Bursts forth from all your city, the wild cry 
Of groans and doleful paeans ? — Hither I come, 
CEdipus the renowned, to know the sum 
Of all your ills, — not from another seek, — 
Tell me old man ! for thou seem'st fit to speak. 
Why stand ye thus ? is it desire or fear ? 
Needed assistance would I gladly bear; — lo 

For seared in heart that man must surely be. 
Who can unmoved look on such misery. 

Priest. Great CEdipus who dost our State command. 
Thou seest us here around thy altars stand, 
Some shorn of strength who can no further fly, 
And some with years borne down, — ^Jove's Priest am I, 
And these our chosen youth, — another band 
Sits in the forum, while yet others stand 
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At Pallas* double shrine, and yet still more 

Crowd the prophetic hearth on Ismen's shore. — 20 

Our trembling city quakes with solemn dread, 
Nor from the bloody depths can raise her head, 
Wasting like fruits, unripe, cast on the earth, 
Wasting like wandering herds, or like a birth 
Cast out of time, while yet the fiery God, 
The pest most foul, enters and stalks abroad. — 
By this our Theban State is empty made, 
While groans and howls enrich the Stygian shade. 
To thee we look, — no godlike power we know 
Is thine, but first of mortals here below 30 

We hold thee, whether in the deadly strife 
Where gods coriimingle, or the affairs of life, — 
Thy presence did our wretched land relieve 
From the sore tribute we were forced to give 
To the dread songstress; thou didst life restore 
When for deliverance we could hope no more. 

Great CEdipus ! in might exceeding all, 
We suppliants, prostrate now before thee fall, 
Entreating aid, whether from man 'tis given. 
Or by the pitying gods, sent down from heaven ; 40 
For sage experience by unerring law. 
From direst ills, can liveliest blessings draw. 
Come then, O best of mortals ! right our state, 
Watch o'er us, nor let aught that zeal abate 
Which once did save us — let us not recall 
Our prosperous days embittered by our fall. 
But placed in safety let us gladly stand 
With happy omens, guided by thy hand; 
And should the Fates thy present power maintain, 
'Twere better far o'er peopled realms to reign; 50 
For what are towns, or seas with navies crowned, 
If living men be not within them found? 
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CEdipus, O miserable children! well I know, 
Ye longing come, to tell me all your woe; 
You all have sorrows, but though sore distressed, 
Not one like me is burdened and oppressed. 
With you, each man is called his grief to bear 
For self alone, and not another*s share. 
My burdened soul alas ! must still bemoan 
The city's woes, and yours and all my own. 60 

Not as to one who rests in pleasant sleep. 
Ye come to. rouse me, and to. bid me weep 
With you, full well ye know my tears have flowed. 
As wandering far I sought by every road. 
Out from this labyrinth of care to go. 
But seeking much, one only road I know, . 
One single cure, — this have I gladly done. 
Creon, my kinsman, brave Menecius' son, 
Him have I sent to Phoebus' Pythian shrine, 
To ask and answer bring, from voice divine, 70 

What must be done, what sacrifice must be, 
Our city from this direful scourge to free. 
E'en now the expected day of his return 
Is past, and his delay I greatly mourn, 
But when again he comes I gladly stand, 
Ready to do what e'er the Gods command. 

Priest. Thou sayest well, e'en now I see the sign, 
That Creon comes to bring -tiie response divine. 

CEd, O King Apollo ! let thy sentence be 
Joyous and bright as is the face we see. 80 

Priest. Good seems the augury, for on his way 
He comes, all crowned with leaves of fruitful bay. 

CEd. Quick, let us enter, e'en now he is near 
Enough to answer. Chieftain, kinsman dear. 
What word comes to us from the holy shrine? 

Creon. Good news ! for guided by a power divine. 
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E'en deep affliction brought to goodly end, 
May peace and fortune unto all portend. 

CEdipus, Thy speech is dark, nor can I surely say, 
If more of hope or fear thy words convey. 90 

Creon. Here can I speak, where all around may hear, 
Or go within for your more private ear. 

ffii/. Speak before all, my grief is for the whole. 
More than for aught that weighs on my own soul. 

Creon, What from the God Tve heard I would unfold. 
For this to us hath Phoebus plainly told, 
We from this land must her defilement drive. 
Nor let the pernicious evil longer thrive. 

CEd, What expiation doth the God demand? 
Whence comes the evil, on this hapless land? 100 

Creon. The guilty one must from the land be driven. 
Or life for life, again be freely given. 
As now a bloody deluge floods the State. 

CEd. But say, of whom is thus revealed the fate? 

Creon. O'er us, O King! Laius once held command, 
Before thy throne was 'stablished in the land. 

CEd, So have I heard, himself I never saw. 

Creon. Yet 'tis his death which now invokes the law, 
Calls for his murderers, and at our own hands, 
Fit punishment upon their heads demands. no 

(Ed. But where shall they be found ? or how be traced 
The steps which crimes long past, have half effaced ? 

Creon. He says 'tis in this land, if sought 'tis found, 
But long neglected sinks beneath the ground. 

CEd. But where was Laius slain, I fain would know. 
Home or abroad, met he the murderer's blow? 

Creon. 'Tis said that from his home with the intent, 
To consult the sacred Oracle he went, 
So left his home but thither came no more. 

CEd. And yet no messenger the tidings bore? 



CEDIPV8 TYR ANNUS. 9 

No fellow traveler came a word to speak, 1 2 1 

Which heard might aid us in the thing we seek ? 

Creon. One single man remains, the rest are dead, 
He saw the fray, saw and affrighted fled. 
And he of all he saw can only tell, 
One single incident which there befel. 

CEol, And what was that I pray, for could we learn 
One single circumstance, we then might turn 
With hope that this one ray more light would bring. 

Creon, He says a robber band beset the King, — 130 
He fell not by the strength of one bold foe 
But hands united dealt the fatal blow. 

CEd, Would any robber if unbribed by gold 
Furnished him here, attempt a crime so bold ? 

Creon. It so appears, — for when the King was dead, 
No man was found who to the crime gave aid. 

CEd, But what foul hindrance could the search restrain, 
To unearth the deed, when thus the King was slain? 

Creon. The riddle singing Sphynx, enforced our need, 
To neglect the past, and present ills to heed. 140 

Q£d. But from the start, I will the search renew. 
As rightly Phoebus, and most rightly you. 
Have for the murdered King shown fitting care, 
Your steadfast ally now will I appear, 
And to this land and to the God we love. 
By fitting vengeance our devotion prove. 
For not alone for friends throughout the State, 
But for myself, I must this scourge abate. 
Whoe'er he be who hath this murder wrought, 
I would by mine own hand to death devote. 150 

Aiding in this, full well I understand, 
I to myself but needed aid extend. 

But come my children, leave these mournful seats. 
Each suppliant bough that here our woe repeats, 
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Bear far away, — ^then hither quickly call 
My Theban people, now will I do all 
That man can do, to gain the wished-for end, 
Successful if the Gods assistance send, 
And only failing if no aid they lend. 

Priest. Children arise, the words we came to hear, 1 60 
Already now have met the expectant ear, 
Phoebus who sent this Oracle, to day 
A savior comes, to drive this scourge away. 

STROPHE. 

Chorus — ■ 

Jove of the silver tongue! why dost thou come 
From Delphi the golden, thy well beloved home, 
To Thebes the bright shining ! why filled with alarm. 
Is my soul wildly trembling and fearful of harm ! 
O Delian Apollo I bow before thee, 
O Healer, Protector, our Saviour to be. — 

Kneeling here I humbly ask, 1 70 

Show me my appointed task, 

Tell me, tell me, deathless fame! 
That from golden Hope art born. 

Wilt thou some new work proclaim, 
Or will the rolling hours' return, 
Bring old duties back again. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

First, Thee invoking, O daughter of Jove, 
Pallas immortal ! and Thee from thy grove, 
O earth-loving Dian ! who rapidly whirled 
On thy far shining throne dost encircle the world, 1 80 
And Phoebus resplendent ! who darting from far, 
Dost hurl on thy foes the weapons of war, — 
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Here be present gracious Three! 
From whose presence quickly flee 

Ills terrific, — who of yore, 
When upon our trembling State, 

Dreaded ills would threatening pour, 
Did the burning pest abate. 

Come ! O come to us once more ! 

EPODE. 

O Gods! I bear unnumbered ills, 190 

Pestilence all my people fills. 

No thoughtful mind is here 
Which aid can bring, — 

Earth can no longer bear. 
The fruits that spring 

From her own breast, and lo ! 
Women who travail, from the bed of woe 

No more rise up. You all around, 
Seek wildly if perchance *tis found, 

Why crowds unnumbered go 200 

Down to the shades below. 

Just as a full winged bird 
Is rushing to the shore. 

Fleeter than flame up-stirred 
From where Plutonian thunders roar. 

Crowds that no pitying eye 
Ever shall look upon. 

On Earth's poisoned bosom lie. 
Unwept and gone* 

Wives here and mothers gray, 210 

Wild round the altars cry; 

Wildly as suppliants pray. 
Sink in disease and die. — 
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Loud sound the Psean's tones, 

Mingled with sufferer's groans, — 
For these, golden child of Jove ! 

Send us help from above. 

This furious God of war, 

Unarmed but destroying far, 

Coming with fearful roar, 220 

Drive from my native shore. 

Drive where the waters dark 

Swallow the sailor's barque, 

Far the wide ocean o'er. 

Or the wild Thracian shore. — 

Let the night pass away. 

So comes the gracious day. — 

Jove who with strong right hand, 

H oldest the lightning's brand, 

Strike this Destroyer dire, 230 

Smite with thy bolts of fire.— 
Apollo ! thou of the golden bow. 
Might I thy matchless arrows throw, 
Give them to me, O Lycian King 
And let me the help long looked for bring. 
And Dian, thou who bringest the day, 
On the Lycian hills with thy sunny ray. 
Thou Bacchus too, with thy crown of gold, 
Purple Evius, surnamed of old 
With the name of this goodly land of ours, 240 
Come with thy torch and all thy powers. 
Come, thou, best of companions come. 
Drive this pest of pests from our home. 

CEdipus. 

You still implore — and asking would you hear 
My words, you now might from this pest be clear; 
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The help I offer would you but receive, 
Which I a stranger ready stand to give, — 
I, who of this thing know nor word nor deed. 
For all my search has yet made little speed, 
And slight the trace I find, — but now enrolled 250 
A citizen among you, this I hold 
And this to every Theban I propose: — 
Whatever any man among you knows 
Of Laius, once your King, by whom he fell. 
Him I command, all things to me to tell, — 
And should he fear the secret to reveal. 
Lest thus he should his own conviction seal, 
Still let him boldly speak, my word I give. 
No harm or punishment shall he receive. 
But only from this land an exile go. 260 

And if himself not guilty, should he know 
Another, not belonging to this land, 
Who 'gainst the King hath raised his murderous hand, 
Let him not silence keep, but show the deed, 
I will repay, and thanks shall be his meed. 
But should he fearing for himself or friend. 
The needed information fail to send. 
Then let each Theban hear my fixed decree : 
That man an exile from this land shall flee. 
Him, in this land while I my power maintain, 270 
No house shall shelter, and no hand sustain, 
For him no prayer shall rise, no victims bleed, 
No expiation in his sorest need. 
From every home expelled, our scourge most dread, 
As now to me the Oracle hath said.— 
So shall I stand an ally to the God, 
While holding for the slain the avenging rod. 
The murderer if he be but only one. 
Or if by many hands the deed were done, 

2 
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From him I swear his wretched life to rend, 280 

And hurl him without mercy to his end, — 
Nay should my house the guilty wretch defend, 
Then on my house may all this curse descend ! 

All this to do, I give you my command, 
For me, and for the God, and for this land, 
This land unfruitful, curst of God and man. 

But if this curse came not by God's own plan, 
Still 'twere not seemly we should leave this stain 
Unpurged, — when now a goodly King is slain, 
'Tis yours the cause to search, and I to-day 290 

Who hold the kingdom where he once bore sway, 
Must do my part, his bed and wife are mine, 
His children should inherit with my line; 
But they alas ! are numbered with the dead, 
Such dire misfortune rests upon their head. 
For their sakes, I for him in deadly strife 
Contend to-day, as for a father's life, 
Prepared all ways to search, all means to try. 
Lest from my grasp the murderer should fly 
Of great Labdacus' son, from Polydore 300 

Descended, and from Cadmus who before 
From great Agenor sprung — the Gods I pray 
To grant, that those who aid me not to-day 
In this my work, may find a sterile earth 
That yields no increase, — children who at birth 
Accurst shall perish, stricken by the ire 
That now consumes us, or by pest more dire. 
But you and every Theban who shall lend 
His aid to gain this much desired end, 
A goodly ally in our sore distress, ^ 310 

You, may the Gods eternal, ever bless. 

Ckor. As thou hast brought the curse so near O King! 
I now will speak. I have not done this thing, 
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Nor can I bring the murderer to light, 

But this I say, to me it seemeth right. 

The God who sent this word, himself should show 

The guilty hand that dealt the fatal blow. 

CEcl. Thou speak'st aright, but none can Gods compel 
What they would fain conceal, to man to tell. 319 

CAor. One more resource seems present to my mind. 

CEcjI. Tell it, aye and yet more, if more you find. 

CAor. From Teiresias who the same things saw 
As Phoebus' self, we next might hope to draw 
Some information, which if scanned with care 
Might something certain for our solace bear. 

CEci. Nor this have I neglected, I have sent, 
Creon suggesting, messengers who went 
To find him, and *tis strange he is not here. 

CAor. Then too mysterious stories meet our ear. 

CEci. What stories? Every word I long to know. 330 

C/ior. 'Tis told how certain travelers dealt the blow. 

CEcl. So have I heard, the witness none has seen. 

C/ior. Nay, if one particle of fear had been 
Within his heart, he never here would stay. 
Thy curses sure had driven him away. [fright.* 

CEd. One who feared not the deed, no word would 

C/ior. They bring the seer e'en now before our sight, 
That holy man is here, he, who forsooth, 
Of all men living only knows the truth. 

CEd. O Prophet ! thou who dost all mysteries know, 
Of things in heaven above, or earth below, 341 

Though blind thou art, thou well can'st understand 
The sore affliction resting on our land. 
To thee, O Prince, Protector, Savior, we 
Come hoping help to find, only in thee, 
For Phoebus as perhaps thou may'st have known, 
From those who brought thee here, hath this alone 
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In answer to our anxious message said, 
That we deliverance from this evil dread 
Can only find, when we the murderers slay 350 

Of Laius once our King, or far away 
Drive them as exiles ; but if thou can'st tell 
By flight of birds, or any secret spell 
Known to thyself, a way by which to free 
From this dire pest, the State, thyself and me, 
And if thou can'st wipe out for us the stain 
That rests upon us for our Monarch slain. 
In thee we trust, nor is there nobler deed, 
, / Than aid to bring to man in sorest need. 
'^T^- Teiresias. Alas ! alas ! how dreadful to be wise, 360 

* And yet to feel no help in knowledge lies 

For him who holds it, — yet this truth so clear, 
I overlooked, or I had not been here. 

CEd. What is it then ? why thus desponding come ? 

Teires. Nay King, I pray thee, send me to my home. 
Believe me each will thus his burden bear 
More lightly, if thou wilt my counsel hear. 

(Ed. Thou speak'st not rightly, nor art thou a friend 
To thine own city, if thou wilt not lend 
Thine aid prophetic, to abate her ills. 370 

Teires, I see no fitting speech thy bosom fills. 
But poisonous words — yet I would not offend — 

(Ed, O then be wise, turn not from the command 
The Gods lay on thee, for behold we all. 
As suppliants prostrate here before thee fall. 

Teires. Not all of you are wise, but I declare 
No mysteries more, nor will your woes lay bare. 

(Ed. What say'st thou now ? not from the heart you 
Us to betray, the state to rend you seek. [speak, 

Teires. Indeed myself or thee I would not pain, 
Why wilt thou rashly then my words contemn? 381 
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Thou shalt not learn from me what thou would'st know. 

CEd, Nay, wilt thou not speak plain, but ever show 
Thyself relentless, harsh, — a traitor prove ! 
Thou would'st a heart of stone to anger move. 

Teir. My temper doth displease you, me you blame, 
Perceiving not there dwells in you the same. 

CEd. Hearing such words whose anger would not rise. 
When e'en our State and City you despise? 389 

Teires, Such words will come tho' I should silent be. 
Old. Then what shall come, 'twere well thou told to me. 

Teires, I speak no more— for these things let thy wrath 
Rage at its fiercest, — I restrain my breath. 

CEd. And I, tho' deeply angered, yet be sure 
Will naught neglect, that I have learned before. 
For know, this hellish work it seems to me, 
Itself has plotted been and wrought by thee 
As far as one can go who does not lay 
His hands upon the King, and now I say, 
Hadst thou thy sight possessed, by thee alone 400 
I would declare this hellish deed was done. 

Teires. Indeed ! — I say to me it doth appear, 
Twere well that thou should'st strictly still adhere 
To thy first proclamation, — nor to-day, 
'Gainst these or me, an accusation lay 
That we have to this land pollution brought, 
Or wickedly against its peace have wrought. 407 

CEd. And thou without a blush of shame hast spoke 
This word, and think'st thou yet to fly the stroke? 

Teires. Aye I have fled, — strong in the truth I stand. 

CEd. And taught by whom ? not by thine own skilled 

[hand. 

Teires. By thee, unwilling thou hast forced my speech. 

CEd. What speech ? I fain would know if thou can'st 

[teach. 



18 (EDIPUS TYRANNUS. 

Teires. Dost thou not understand, more must I say ? 

Old, Darkly thou speak'st e*en now, yet more I pray. 

Teir. The murderer thou would'st find, thyself art he ! 

CEd. Speak this foul word again, unscathed thou shalt 

[not be. 

Teires. More shall I say indeed thy wrath to move ? 

CEd, Say what thou wilt, for vain thy speech will prove. 

Teires. Thy nearest kindred thou dost now embrace 
In basest ties, and yet see'st not how base. 420 

CEd. Think'st thou unhurt, such slander to report? 

Teires. I do, if truth to speech can lend support. 

CEd. It can, but not in thee this strength is found. 
Who art in hearing, mind and sight, unsound. 

Teir. Ah wretch ! who dost reproach my woes to nie, 
When all may find the same defects in thee. 

CEd. Doomed as thou art to dwell in lasting night. 
Thou can'st not harm him who enjoys the light. 

Teires. I fear thee not, no blow from thee I dread, 
My wrongs shall Phoebus visit on thy head. 431 

Old. Was it from thee or Creon, these things came ? 

Teir. Nay blame not Creon, thou art thine own bane. 

Gid. O wealth and power, and thou surpassing skill, 
Bringing devotion my life's work to fill, 
What stores of envy ye to us unfold. 
If for this throne which I unasked-for hold. 
Given freely by the State, for this my friend. 
My faithful Creon, who would ne'er descend 
To fawn for power, for this would subtly go 440 

Behind me, plotting for mine overthrow. 
Supplanting me with such a sorcerer vile, 
A crafty juggler, who by every wile 
Looks but for gain, and yet in skill is blind. — 
Else tell me Augur ! if 'tis in thy mind. 
Why, when the monster Sphynx devoured our State, 
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You found no charm her fury to abate. 

No man was found her riddle to explain, 

While by her foul enchantment ye were slain. 

You knew no augury to read the spell, 450 

From flight of birds or what the Gods would tell, 

Until I came, I OEdipus, who knew 

No augur's spell, yet I the monster slew, — 

Yes I, whom you and those you with you bring, 

Would now drive out, as a polluted thing. 

Drive from this land, that you perchance might be 

Nearer to Creon's throne, and cannot see 

Old as you are, how senseless is the thought, 

That to thy mind has this vain folly brought. 

Chorus, Both this man's words and thine to us would 

[seem, 460 
To breathe O CEdipus ! a wrath extreme, 
Not such befit us, but 'tis ours to find 
Some clue, the God's deep mystery to unwind. 

Teires, If thou a king so speak, *tis mine no less 
Alike to answer, I too power possess, 
No slave of thine, Phoebus I serve alone. 
Nor e'en shall Creon as my patron own. 
Scorn not my blindness, since though thou possess 
Thy sight, thou canst not see thy wretchedness. 
Or who thy housemates and companions be. 470 

Knowest thou then whence thou art ? can'st thou not see 
Thou art a foe to those who gave thee birth, 
If they be dead or still upon the earth? 
Struck by a father*s and a mother's hate, 
The hell-hound pest shall drive thee from the state. 
Tho' seeing now, darkness shall thee surround. 
While thy dread howls from every shore resound, — 
Each mountain echo shall give back the cry, 
As frightened from the marriage bed you fly, 
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Where thou did^st go with happiest augury, 480 

But leav'st it wrecked upon a shoreless sea. 

Thou can'st not see the flood of boding ills, 

That from thyself on thee and thine distills. 

Creon thou may'st despise, my speech may scorn, 

But know thou this, no man of woman born. 

An end more miserable e'er shall find, 

Than have for thee the unerring fates designed. 

CEd. And must all this be borne from such as thou ? 
A plague confound thee ! aye, this moment — now ! 
Yes, now from Out this house, shalt thou be driven, 490 
As refluent waves upon the rocks are riven. 

Teires. Had'st thou not called me I had never come. 

CEd, Nor had I ever called thee to my home. 
Had I but known such folly dwelt in thee. 

Teires. Such fools we are, to thee it seems to be, 
But to thy parents who begot thee, wise, — 

CEd. To whom ? hold ! — whence do I arise ? 

Teires. This day shall tell thy rise and tell thy fall; — 

(Ed. And yet 'tis riddle that thou speakest all. 

Teires. Yet surely thou can'st read a riddle well. 500 

CEd. Scorn if thou wilt, these shall my greatness tell. 

Teir. This very fortune though hath proved thy bane. 

CEd. What care I, if the State its safety gain? 

Teires. Well I shall go — thou boy, lead on the way. 

CEd. Aye go, we are but troubled by thy stay, 
And gone, no more thy insolence we fear. 

Teir. I go indeed, for that which brought me here 
Is done, — thy face I fear not — thou no more 
Can'st injure me — but him thou sought'st before 
With threats, — that very man I say, the same 5 1 o 
Thou would'st as Laius' murderer proclaim, 
A mere sojourner called, that man is here, 
And he a native Theban shall appear^ — 
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Not pleased with the discoveries he shall find, 

For tho' late blest with sight, he shall be blind, 

Poor, tho' once rich, — his staff within his hand, 

Shall grope his way throughout a foreign land. 

To his own children who owe him their life, 

A brother and a father, — ^to his wife 

A son and husband, — strikes his father dead, 520 

And clothed in shame now shares that father's bed. 

Now go ! and think on this, — and if the truth 

I have not spoken, trust no more my sooth. 

STROPHE a. 

Of whom then hath the augury said, 

Speaking from the Delphian hill. 
That he, with hands all bloody red, 

Worketh such unspoken ill. — 
Flying on with utmost speed. 
Time pursues with storm-swift steed, 

While the arm-ed son of Jove, 530 

With the lightning!s flash and fire. 

Strikes him, — Furies swiftly movfe, 
Following with unsated ire. 

ANTISTROPHE a. 

From Parnassus crowned with snow, 
Sounds the sentence loud and clear, 

Forth let every searcher go ! 

Lay the murderer's footsteps bare. — 

In the shady woods he hides. 

In the caves and mountain sides, 

Like a bull struck from the herd, 540 

Flies he from the augury, — 
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But the Seer's living word 
Onward evermore shall fly, 

STROPHE b. 

Lo ! to mine afifrighted ear, 

Brings the Augur words of dread, 
I accept not what I hear, 

I deny not what is said, — 
Hesitating in my soul, 

Fluttering on the wings of hope, 
Nor past nor present I control, 550 

On in darkness still I grope. — 
I have never known or learned 

Aught of any former strife, 
Any olden feud that burned 

'Twixt these Kings, to bring to life, 
All the Oracle hath shown 

Against Polybus' royal son, — 
That I should be an ally known, 

To avenge the deed that's done, — 
To avenge a King that's slain 560 

In secret, and his rights maintain. 

ANTISTROPHE b. 

Jove is wise, Apollo wise. 

Affairs of mortals knowing well, 
But no seer with mortal eyes 

The future, more than I can tell. — 
Not to all alike 'tis given. 

Plainly wisdom's ways to read, — 
But he who has boldly striven 

For our help in days of need, 
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When the cruel Sphynx's power 570 

Held in bonds our trembling state, 
Him when clouds about him lower, 

Foes accuse with cruel hate, 
I will not condemn ; forgetting 

That he did his wisdom prove. 
In the trial dark besetting 

This the city of our love, — 
Never shall a word of mine, 
Bring harm upon his royai line. 

Creon. 

Thebans ! before you sorrowing I appear, — * 580 
For CEdipus with fearful words I hear 
Doth me accuse, — but if amid the scenes 
Of suffering now ^bout us, he yet deems 
That I would do him wrong, then longer space 
Of life I ask not, if a charge so base 
Tm forced to bear, — for 'tis no trifling wrong 
To such an accusation can belong, 
But one most grievous, since by it you call 
Me, traitor to my state, to friends, to all. 

Chorus, Yet seems he not, to such conclusion brought 
By anger fierce, rather than serious thought? 591 

Creon, Hath it then seem*d, that moved by thoughts 
The Seer could to such lying words incline ? [of mine, 

Chor, Such the report,— why made I cannot tell. 

Creon. From a sound mind, and from eyes seeing well, 
'Gainst me would such an accusation rise? 

Chor, I know not, — for what rulers may devise 
I do not see, — but look ! here comes the King. 

OEd, Why art thou here ? how dost thou dare to bring 
Thyself beneath my roof? thou who dost stand 600 
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Ready to take my life* and from my hand 

To rend my kingdom, — come I pray thee, tell, 

Such folly dost thou think in me to dwell, 

And vile poltroonery, that thou should'st go 

To do this deed, hoping I would not know 

This for thy crafty-work, or would not take 

Most speedy vengeance, — Fool! that thou would*st 

Attempt to seize my kingdom, knowing not [make 

That thrones by men and money must be got, 6io 

And thou hast neither men, or means, or friends. 

Creon. Knowest thou what thou doest ? now make 
By hearing what is true, not what is said [amends, 

By vague reports, — be then by reason led. 

CEd. • Thy speech is cunning, — I am not inclined 
To learn of one in whom I only find 
Hostility and hatred. 

Creon, This alone 

I ask, to hear me, not my speech disown. 

CEd, This alone say not, that thou hast no guilt, — 

Creon. Nay, speak thus without reason if thou wilt, 
But know, that who to arrogance and lies 621 

Would trust, discarding reason, is not wise. 

(Ed. Know too, that if a kinsman will do ill, 
Nor thinks to suffer, — less his wisdom still. 

Creon. That such should suffer, I agree full well, 
But what is now thy grievance ? prythee tell. 

CEd, Think'st thou 'twere well that I should some 
Who to this conjurer would attention lend ? [one send 

Creon. Also in this I would with you agree. 

CEd. Of. Laius then, at what time would it be — 630 

Creon. Did what? — thy words I do not understand. 

CEd. When fell he, smitten by the toeman's hand ? 



'•'Mo Brunokins correctly— thoagh Dr. Crosby thinks the words refer to Laius. 
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Creon. O long ago indeed, the time began. 

CEd. This Augur plied he not his art e en then ? 

Creon. Aye, honored then as now, and just as wise. 

(Ed. And did no thought of me in him arise? 

Creon. No none — or not at least when I was near. 

CEd. But sought ye not cause of his death to hear? 

Creon.. We sought of course, but nothing ever heard. 

CEd. Why has this Seer till now these tales deferred ? 

Creon. I know not, and not knowing, would not speak. 

CEd. Your own affairs you know, and their success you 

[seek. 

Creon. What pray? If aught I know. Til not deny. 643 

CEd. Just this, — this Seer with you for his ally, 
'Gainst me has charge of Laius' murder made; — 
This had he never done without your aid. 

Creon. If these things he has said you surely know, — 
And I to learn the same to you would go. 
As you, to learn from me, now seem well pleased. 

CEd. Then learn, — I ne*er shall be a murderer seized. 

Creon. Indeed ! and yet you share my sister's bed. 65 1 

CEd. None will deny the truth of what you've said. 

Creon. And you with her rule equally this land? 

CEd. Just as she will, to me she gives command. 

Creon. Could I alone, to both then equal be ? 

CEd. Aye so you show yourself no friend to me. 

Creon. Nay, would you but permit yourself to speak 
Freely as I, you'd think not one would seek 
To reign, surrounded with the cares of State, 
If fearless he might sleep, with power as great. — 660 
I ne'er should choose. to be that specious thing. 
Men in their weakness, fondly call a King. 
Rather than have all power a King may use. 
Nor so I judge would any wise man choose. 
Now, without fear, I all from you obtain, 



26 (ED IP US TYR ANNUS. 

But many things if I myself should reign 

I must unwilling do, — then why prefer 

The weary burden of a crown to bear, 

When rule and power I hold all free from care ? — 

Nor self-deceived, would I for sake of gain, 670 

E'er seek what is not just and fair to attain. 

Well pleased I now find courtesy from all, 

Whoso would you consult, on me must call, 

For well they know I have the power to give 

Whatever they desire most to receive. — 

Shall I such great advantage cast away 

For kingly troubles ? No ! — but this I say, 

Who reasons justly has no evil mind. 

I surely could not wish myself to find 

Engaged in schemes like these, nor could I bear 680 

In other men's designs to have a share. — 

If proof of this you wish, then go, enquire 

At Phoebus' shrine, if I what you desire 

Have truly stated, then if you can find 

That I with this blind seer, have combined 

To do you wrong, condemn me not alone 

By your sole voice, but also by my own. 

Let not suspicion work me secret wrong. 

For to strict justice it cannot belong 

Rashly to clear the guilty, nor the just 690 

Rashly condemn. To me it seems you must, 

Do equal wrong, a good friend to remove. 

Or take the means of life from him you love. 

'Tis true that time will make this knowledge sure, 

For time alone can prove the just man pure, — 

But would you seek for faults you surely may. 

Lay bare a multitude in one short day. 

Chorus, Well said, O King ! would you avoid a fall, — 
For hasty counsels are unsafe for all. 
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CEd. But when our secret foes their counsels speed, 
That we should quickly move there's surely need, 701 
If I am silent, what this man designed 
Is all accomplished, — I must lag behind. [land ? 

Creon. What wilt thou then, — must I flee from this 

CEd. Thy death, and not thy flight, I shall demand. 

Creon. Were thy suspicions just I would not live. 

CEd. Dost thou not speak as one who would not give 
Trust to my words, nor yet my power obey ? 

Creon. No ! for thou walkest not in wisdom's way. 

CEd. That is my business. 

Creon. Yes, and mine no less. 710 

CEd. But thou art false. 

Creon. Dost thou not truth suppress ? 

CEd. Still I must rule. 

Creon. Not if thy rule is wrong. 

CEd. O State ! O State ! 

Creon. The State does not belong 

To you alone, I have my rights as well. 

Chorus. O Princes ! cease on these sad themes to 
I see approaching, CEdipus ! thy wife, [dwell. 

Who may perhaps allay this bitter strife. 

Jocasta. O miserable men ! what senseless rage 
Could make you in this shameful strife engage, 
Shameful indeed! when ills afflict the State, 720 

That you should thus be stirred by private hate. 
Go each into your several homes apart. 
And cease with grief to rend my fainting heart. 

Creon. O sister dear! your husband o'er my head 
Suspends two evils, each alike most dread, 
And I between the two am forced to choose, 
Exile or death to take or to refuse. 

CEd. 'Tis true indeed, because he doth employ 
His acts most vile, my kingdom to destroy. 
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Creon. May joy desert me now and sorrow come, 
If aught of these things I have ever done. 73 1 

focasta. O CEdipus ! believe him, or at least, 
Believe the oath he calls the Gods to attest. 
The Gods thou should'st revere who keep this land, 
And me, and these who round about thee stand. 

STROPHE a. 

Chorus, Already believing 

Wisdom receiving 
Yield thee O King! 
CEd. Would'st thou then I indeed should stoop so low? 
Chorus. To him never foolish found 740 

Now by a great oath bound 
Reverence bring. 
CEd, Know'st thou then what thou doest? 
Chorus. Aye I know. 

CEd. What sayest thou ? 

Chorus, If thy friend 

HatK sworn an oath to thee 
Thine ear thou should'st not lend 
To words of injury, 
Nor accusation 'gainst him hear 
Unless the evidence be clear. 
(Ed. What now you seek I understand 750 

My death or exile from this land. 

STROPHE b. 

Chorus. By thee O Sun ! divinely bright 

First of the Gods ! great God of light ! 

By thee I swear, O let me be 
Hated of Gods, hated of men, 

And let me perish miserably, 
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If such a thought I entertain. 

And let my miserable life 
Be buried 'neath this wasting land 

If I to ills already rife 760 

Add those that spring beneath thy hand. 
CEcl. Let him depart, and if it must be so 
Then let me die or forced to exile go. 
Your lamentable words my pity move 
Not aught that he can say, for let him rove 
Wher'er he may, he hated still must be. — 

Creon. That passion blinds thee, one may plainly see, 
And so you sorrowing yield, — such tempers bring 
Home to themselves most grievous sorrowing. 
CEd. Then wilt thou bear with me and go ? 
"Creon. I will, 770 

For though thou knpw'st me not, these love me still. 

ANTISTROPHE a. 

Chorus. Why dost receive him in 

Into thy house again? 
Queen tell us why. 
focasta. Whence cometh this sad strife I fain would 
Chorus. Hard is the stroke to bear [know. 

When rumor thro* the air 
Brings us a lie. 
Jocasta. Did it them both concern? 
Chorus. Aye, even so. 

Jocasia. What was the tale ? 

Chorus. Indeed 780 

Enough it seems to me 

Enough for all our need, 
Of this there still shall be. 
When from our land shall pass away 

4 
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The strife that curses us to day. 
CEd, See'st not though good thou may'st intend 
Thou dost my heart with anguish rend ? 

ANTISTROPHE b. 

Chorus. Not such O King, my words would be 
Were my affection less for thee. 
For know all wisdom m'ust depart 790 

And I must wander on my way 
A veil- of darkness on my heart, 

If e*er that heart from thee should stray, 
From thee who did'st our ship ol State 

Guide safely o'er a stormy sea, 
And every danger did*st abate,^— 
O now do thou our guardian be. 
Jocasta. I by the Gods entreat, tell me O King 
Tell me from whence such sudden wrath can spring. 

(Ed. I will O wife — for much I honor thee, 800 
'Tis Creon's plots that thus have angered me. 
Jocasta. You lay on him the blame of all this strife. 
CEd. He charges me with taking Laius' life. 
Jocasta. Of his own knowledge or by others taught ? 
CEd. An evil working Augur he hath brought 
And gives himself free license in his speech. — 

Jocasta. Care not for this, hear me and I will teach 
You this great truth, 'Tis in no mortal heart 
To read the secrets of the Augur's art. 
But let me briefly now these things explain ; — 
An Oracle divine to Laius came. 
If sent by Phoebus' self I cannot say 
Or given by those who under him bear sway. 
The fates decreed that he should meet his death 
By his own son, by one who drew his breath 
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From him and me, and further it was said 

By foreign robbers should his blood be shed 

Where three ways met ; and when the child was born 

Ere his young eyes beheld the third day's morn, 

His feet all tightly bound with cruel bands 820 

He sends him forth, borne off by other hands 

Into a trackless mountain. Thus the God 

Left not the son to shed his father*s blood, 

And Laius the dread evil which he feared 

To suffer by his own child's hand was spared. — 

These things the Oracle divine foresaw, 

But this is naught to thee,— for 'tis a law 

That that which God for useful ends decrees 

That purpose he accomplishes with ease. 

CEd. O wife ! this story now by me first heard 830 
My soul hath sore confused, my spirit stirred. 

Jocasta. What thought should move you thus to speak 

[I pray! 

(Ed. Methinks these words I have just heard you say, 
That where three ways did meet was Laius slain. 

Jocasta 'Twas said so, and such rumors still remain. 

CEd. And in what country was the foul deed wrought? 
Jocasta. Phocis 'tis called, and there his way he sought 
Upon the road which parting marks the line 
To Daulis one, the next to Delphos' shrine. 

CEd. And at what time occurred this sad event ? 840 

Jocasta^ 'Twas just before thou wast so happily sent 
To rule this land, these things to us were told. 

CEd. O Jove! what wilt thou then to me unfold? 

focasias What is it CEdipus thus racks thy heart ? 

CEd. Ask me not yet, but this to me impart. 
Say what was Laius' age and what his form ? 

Jocasta. Tall was his stature and the whitening storm 
Of coming winter had just touched his hair, 



32 (EDIPUS TYR ANNUS. 

And much his figure did like yours appear. 

CEcl. O woe is me ! have I myself then driven 850 
Unwittingly to meet the curse of heaven ? 

Jocasta. What say'st O King ? I shrink to meet thy 

CEd. I tremble lest the Oracle be true. [view, — 
But to assure me tell me one thing more. 
Jocasta. Thou shalt know all that I have learned before. 

CEd. Say was the band that with him went but small 
Or leading numerous comrades did he fall ? 

focasta. Five were they all, a herald went before 
And *twas one single chariot Laius bore. 

CEd. Alas! Alas! it seems but all too clear ; 860 
From whom O woman, these words didst thou hear? 

/ocasla. From one sole servant; none escaped beside. 

CEd. Artd with your household does he still reside ? 

Jocasta. No! when he came, and told of Laius slain 
And saw that you did o'er his kingdom reign. 
Seizing my hand he begged that I would grant 
This boon, that he should to the fields be sent 
To keep my flocks, far from the city's view, 
Which I did grant, for well the man I knew 
Deserving favor greater than he sought 870 

CEd. And can he not again be hither brought? 

focasta. He can, but why should you desire him here ? 

CEd. Because to say too much myself I fear 
Of what from him I would more fully learn. 

Jocasta. He shall be brought, for I would know in turn 
The things that so much trouble thee O King. 

CEd. Yes thou shalt know, for to whom would I bring 
My cares so soon as thee, — now when my mind 
Has to such direful expectation climbed. 
And I am thro' such fiery trial trained? — 880 

My father Polybus at Corinth reigned, 
My Mother Merope from Doria came. 
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I grew a citizen of rising fame 

Till one event occurred, 'twas strange indeed 

Yet not so strange that I such anxious heed 

Thereto should give, — around the festal board 

One night when to the guests the wine was poured 

Abundantly, — a drunken man declared 

I was a foundling whom the King had reared. 

True I was angry and could scarce restrain 890 

E'en then my passion, — the next day to gain 

A surer proof, I from my parents sought 

To know the truth of the reproach thus brought 

Upon me by this drunkard, — they were sore 

That such report was started, yet I bore 

IMyself well toward them, but still my soul 

Chafed with the wrong which stung beyond control. 

I left my home, I sought the Pythian shrine, 

But Phoebus from his Oracle divine 

Sent me away unanswered, — nay yet more, 900 

Told me of dire calamities in store 

For my devoted head, — that I should be 

To my own mother married, that from me 

Should spring a progeny abhorred of men, 

While by my hand my father should be slain. 

Hearing these horrors I would not abide 

Longer at Corinth, — with the stars my guide 

I fled my native land, lest there should come 

These frightful ills outpoured upon my home, 

I wandered on alone, till on my way 910 

I reached that land wherein as now you say 

This King was slain. The truth I must declare, 

Journeying where on the plain three roads appear, 

A herald met me and a chariot drawn 

By fiery coursers, and within was borne 

A man as you describe,:j— the charioteer 
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And the old man himself as they drew near 

Essayed to drive me from the road by force. 

Enraged, at once I quickly turned my horse 

And struck the driver, but the -old man's eye 920 

Watching the movement saw me passing by, . 

And rising quickly struck two heavy blows 

Upon my head. A wilder fury rose 

Within my heart, and grasping in, my hand 

My trusty sword, I smote him with the brand, 

He backward fell and from the chariot roiled. 

The rest I slew — thus is the story told. 

If any tie of kindred or of blood 

Between this stranger and King Laius stood. 

Than I, can mortal man more wretched be? 930 

H ated of God and forced from men to flee ! 

No kindly voice to me shall welcome give, 

Nor friend nor stranger 'neath his roof receive. 

From home expelled, and in myself the cause 

That on my head this load of curses draws. — 

I with my hands pollute the dead man's bed, 

Aye! with the selfsame hand which struck him dead. 

Was I then born impure, evil, accurst, 

Must I my kindred see no more, be thrust 

Out from my native land or else be yoked 940 

With her that bore me, aye yet more, provoked 

To slay that sire that bred and nourished me ? 

Tell me ye Gods ! can he mistaken be. 

Who says some evil demon strikes the blow 

Which thus forever sinks my soul in woe ? 

Gods whom I reverence, O blot out my way 

From mortal men, ere I behold this day, 

Or see myself crushed with this foul disg^race. 

/ocasta. O King 'tis hard for us such ills to face, 
But till the expected messenger arrive 950 



(EDIPV8 TYRANNUS. 35 

From whom we much -may learn, let hope sairvive. 

CEd, Yes, on that shepherd and on him alone 
My hope is fixed, no other hope I own. 
Jocasta. But when he -comes, what then is thy desire ? 

CEd. Just this, — when we shall carefully enquire 
Of him this history, if still he say 
The story as he told it you, I may 
Perchance from this calamity be clear. ^ 
Jocasta. But to what special word do you refer? 

CEd, You say that he does stedfastly maintain 960 
The King was by a band of robbers slain ; 
Now when he comes should he the number tell 
Of this same band, I then shall know full well 
I have not slain the King. For surely he 
Could ne'er in one sole man such numbers see. 
But should he say the deed was done by one 
'Tis plain the crime belongs to me alone. 

Jocasta. Nay, but the tale is known, nor will he now 
The first-told story dare to disavow. 
Not only I, but all have heard him say 970 

These very words, and should he turn away 
From his first story, this e'en would not show 
You the King's murderer, for well you know 
It was foretold by oracle divine 
That he should meet his death by child of mine, 
But that unhappy child hath never done 
This deed, for he hath perished all alone. 
But neither in one or other augqry 
Would I confide, we nothing learn thereby. 

CEd, Well hast thou spoken, yet the herdman call, 
Him we must see, nor aught neglect at all. 981 

Jocasta, I will send quickly, — let us homeward go — 
Save to befriend thee, I would nothing do. 
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STROPHE a. 

Chorus. While I support the cause 
Of those sublimest laws 
Ordained of old, 
Framed to uphold 
The pious sanctity of words and deeds, 
Be thou O Fate mine aid ! 
Laws framed in highest heaven, 990 

By Jove Olympian given, 
Born of.no mortal birth. 
Lapped in no bed of earth, 
In which the Godlike power all else exceeds, 
And undecaying made* 

ANTISTROPHE a. 

The tyrant born of pride. 
To rash excess allied, 

Filled with things vain. 

Useless, profane, 
Rash mounting to the giddy steep on high, 

Forced by relentless fate, looi 

Finding no stedfast rest, 
Headlong must fall at last. — » 

Ne'er from the Gods I ask 

To be free from the task 
Due to the State, — while I on God rely 

Nor trust in him abate. 

STROPHE b. 

May evil fate pursue 
The wretch who dares to walk 

Disdainfully, and who 1 010 
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By action or by talk, 

Shows himself void of fear 
Of judgment from above, 

Nor ever will revere 
The shrine of mighty Jove. 

If for unholy lust 
He clings to gains unjust. 

Nor flees from vile desires 
Grasping forbidden fires 

With folly wild. — 1020 

Shall he thus sinning, 

The arrows flee, 
Which conscience is bringing 

His torment to be? 
Or why should I 

Instruction try, 
If men will raise 

The voice of praise 
To deeds so vile ? 

ANTISTROPHE d. 

No more the holy shrine 1030 

Fixed at Earth's center firm 

I reverence as divine. 
Nor to Olympia turn, 

Or Abae*s ancient fane. 
Unless before my view 

The words which they proclaim 
Still prove to all men true. 

Thou Jove that rulest all 
If thou dost hear my call. 

Governor thou supreme ! 1040 

Never forgetful seem 
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Of thy great power, 
• For now oespising 

The words of old 
The words surprising 

Of Laius told, 
Phoebus no more, 

The bright they adore, 
Nor think his word 

Shall more be heard 1050 

Or things divine endure. 

Jocasta. Ye Rulers of the State, I fain would stand 
Within the holy temples, in my hand 
Sweet incense and libations would I bear, 
For QEdipus I see all racked with fear 
And with his grief overwhelmed, his mind no more 
Discerns things new or what has passed before, 
But yields supine to whomsoe'er will tell 
That which his fears anticipate too welL 
My kind advice no more he deigns to hear 1060 

And hence I come to thee, for thou art near 
O Lycian Apollo! and I bring 
A suppliant, my votive offering 
Before thy shrine, which graciously receive 
And from our dire distress deliverance give; 
For here we tremble filled with wild alarm 
As shrinks the pilot in the threatening storm. 

Enter Messenger. 

Messenger. O strangers, I beseech you can ye tell 
Me in what house King QEdipus doth dwell ? 
Or call him quick if where he is ye know. 1070 

Chorus. Stranger 1 here is his house^ himself did go 
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But now within the door, — this woman here 
The mother who to him did children bear. 

Mess. I hail thee blest ! and blessings ever rife 
Be on thy head ! to him thou perfect wife. 

/oc. The same to thee O stranger ! for thy word ] 
Of salutation makes thee gladly heard. 
But tell us whence thy welcome footsteps came 
And what the news thou would'st to us proclaim. 

Mess. Good news to house and husband do I bring. 

/o. What news I pray thee, and whence doth it spring? 

Mess. From Corinth, — and although 'twill pleasure 
I know full well 'twill also make you grieve. [give, 

/oc. What can it be that hath this two-fold power? 

Mess. The citizens of Isthmia in this hour 
As 'tis proclaimed, appoint him for their King. 

/oc. Is Polybus not well ? or whence this offering ? 

Mess. Aye, he a corpse within the tomb is laid. 

/oc. What say'st thou ? Polybus indeed is dead ? 

Mess. If I speak not the truth then let me die. 1090 

/oc. Servants ! should ye not to your master fly 
And tell him this ? O Oracles divine 
What are ye now? this CEdipus of mine 
Fled from his home lest he this man should slay 
Whom Fate not by his hand, now takes away. 

CEcl. O wife Jocasta, thou the dearest, best, 
Why should I hither come, from home outcast? 

/oc. Nay, hear this man, listen, thine ear incline, 
And learn where ends this Oracle divine ! 

CEcl. Who is he then? what is it that he saith? 1 100 

/oc. From Corinth he, and tells thy father's deat h 
Polybus King no more, to death a prey, 

CEJ. Stranger! be thou my guide, what dost thou say? 

Mess. If this first of my message I must tell 
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Know that, thy Sire no more on earth doth dwell. 

CEd, Did. treachery or disease perform the deed? 

Mess. In age small weight to turn the scale we need. 

CEd, Disease hath conquered then a goodly man ! 

Mess. And yet he hath drawn out a lengthened span. 

CEcl, Fie ! fie ! who now O wife should trust the wOrds 
Of Pythian shrine, or flight of beetling birds 1 1 lo 
Which told that by my hand my Sire should die ? 
Who now is dead and in the ground doth lie 
Untouched by sword of mine, nor is it said 
E'en wish of mine against his life was made. 
So in his death these oracles are dead 
And worthless in the grave with him are laid. 

/oc. All this have I not told thee long before ? 

CE{/. Thou did'st but I with fear was burdened sore. 

/or. But now I pray thee have no further dread. 

CEd. Nay, should I not still fear my mother's bed ? 

/oc. Why should we fear when Fate still rules o'er all 
And none can surely say what shall befall ? 
'Twere surely best to live free from all care ; — 1 1 24 
Nor to espouse a mother should we fear. 
Such things perchance to some have come in dreams, 
But he who counts them naught, the happiest seems. 

CEd. Were she not living this might well be said 
But while she lives I still must be in dread, 
And still must fear, in all your words despite. 1130 
/oc. Your father's death shows this in truer light. 

CEd. I grant it, but must dread the living still. 

Mess. Dread of what woman then thy mind doth fill ? 

Q?^.Merope, friend ! who doth at Corinth dwell. 

Mess. And whyshould'st thou fear her? I pray thee 

CEcl. For a dread Oracle of dire portent. [tell. 

Mess. Can it be told, or for you only meant? 

CEd. It can indeed, — for thus hath Phoebus said, 
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By Fate, my mother I am doomed to wed, 

My father's blood must by my hands be shed> 1 140 

This fearing, I have far from Corinth fled. 

''Tis thus I have escaped this last disgrace, — 

And yet 'twere sweet to see a parent s face> 

J/^css. Then fearing this dost thou to exile flee ? 

CEcl. A father's murderer I would not be. 

Jvless, O King ! may I not this thy fear allay 
Since harm from thee I fain would drive away ? 

CE{/. Then thanks from me thou surely should' st re- 

[ceive. 

Mess. Hither I came in hopes that thou would'st give 
On coming home some favor to my handv 1 150 

CEd, O let me never see my parent's land ! 

Mess. Son ! what thou doest tis plain thou dost not 

[know. 
<J^{/. What sayest thou ? by the Gods I pray thee show! 

Mi'ss, If these to shun thou from thy home dost fly. 

lEd. I shudder lest true be the prophecy, 

Mess. Or lest defilement from thy parents come ? 

'CEd, Tis true, this fearing I have fled my home. 

Mess, Yet know'st thou not thy fears were all in vain? 

{Ed, How so, if yet from these my being came ? 

Mess. No kindred blood had Polybus with thee. 1 1 60 

(Ed. What say'st thou ? was he not a Su"e to me ? 

Mess. No more than I,— -yet just as much I ween. 

(E^d, Hath then indeed my Sire a pauper been? 

Mess. Neither from him or me thy being came. 

{Ed, Then why was I, I pray, his son in name ? 

Mess. Thou wast a gift, got from my hands alone* 

{Ed, Thus found how could he love me as his own ? 

Mess. Childless before^ he gave thee all his love. 

{Ed, Was I thy child, or bought this gift to prove ? 

Mess. In Cithoeron's wooded dells I found thee child ! 
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CEd. Why wast thou wandering in these regions wild? 

Mess. The flocks I tended on the mountain side. 

CEd. A shepherd thou, and hired the flocks to guide ? 

Mess. Aye child ! I was thy savior then and there. 

CEd. And did I marks of my exposure bear? 1175 

Mess. The joints upon thy feet the story told. 

CEd. Ah ! why dost thou repeat this tale of old ? 

Mess. I rescued thee, thy feet pierced through and 

[through. 

CEd. A dire disgrace I from these tokens drew. 

Mess. Aye, thou thy name did'st get from this event. 

CEd. Tell me O Gods ! by Sire or mother sent ? 1 1 8 1 

Mess. He who did give you me, can better say. 

CEd. You found me not yourself, who then I pray ? 
' Mess. Another shepherd brought you to my cot. 

CEd. Who was he ? Canst thou surely tell or not ? 

Mess. 'Twas said he was one of King Laius* band. 

CEd. Of that King Laius who once ruled this land ? 

Mess. Yes surely, 'twas a herdsman of the King. 

CEd. And lives he still, canst thou him hither bring ? 

Mess. Ye best should know who live here in this land. 

CEd. Is there a man of these who round me stand 
Hath known this shepherd ? if so let him tell 1 1 92 

If in the fields or near with us he dwell. 
*Tis time to speak and point us to the truth. 

Chorus. None should we sooner strive to find forsooth 
Than this man of the fields, — yet none so well 
As can Jocasta's self, his place can tell. 

CEd. Can this, O wife ! of whom he speaks be he 
Whom we so ardently desire to see ? 1 1 99 

Joe. Of whom then dost thou speak ? nay have no care 
And to remember foolish words forbear. 
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CEd. It cannot be that I should fail to trace 
From signs like these, from whence hath sprung my 

[ race* 

/oc. Nay seek no more, I do implore, if thou 
My life regard, — enough I suffer now. 

CEd. Fear not, no foul disgrace can come to thee 
Tho' I am trebly proved a slave to be. 

/oc. But hearken me I pray, no further go, 

CEd. Nay I must surely strive these things to know. 

/oc. I well have weighed it, and I tell thee best. 

CEd. But thus it is, I am most sore distrest. 1 2 1 1 

/oc. O wretched man ! if knowing who thou art ! 

CEd. Is no one here that dares to take my part 
And bring that shepherd here before my face ? 
Aye, let ner glory in her noble race ! 

/oc. Alas, unhappy man ! this must I say, 
This only word, and tear myself away. 

Chorus. How is it CEdipus, thy wife hath fled 
In wild despair? as if in very dread 
That from this silence fearful ills should burst. 1220 

CEd. Well let them come, — I fain would know the 
If base my birth, bring it before mine eyes. — [worst, 
She is high minded,— let her then despise 
My ignoble race, — I hold myself the child 
Of kindly Fate, and shall not be defiled; 
This mother bore me, and the kindred time 
Hath made my course now lowly, now sublime, — 
Such >yas I born, no other would I be, 
Nor seek to hide my genealogy. 

STROPHE. 

Chorus. If I be indeed a seer 1 230 

And in knowledge be well skilled 
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By Olympus then I swear 
Cithoeron's glory shall be filled 

Ere shall dawn the fuII-mooned morrow, 
For full surely thou shalt know 

Thoii canst for thy country claim 
Right of nurse and mother too 

In our King of mighty name, . 
And shalt goodly honors borrow 

From the grateful songs we raise 1 240 
To thee, while CEdipus we praise. 

Hail great Phoebus! Archer King! 

Thus to thee well pleased we sing, 

ANTISTKOPHE, 

Whence then art thou sprung O child ! 
Born of what immortal race ? 

Did some Nymph on mountain wild 
Yield to wandering Pan's embrace? 

Or to Phoebus whom do love 
All the Wood-Nymphs, — or perchance 

Cyllene's King, or he who dwells 1250 
Where the gladsome Satyrs dance, 

Bacchus of the wooded dells, 
By the mountain tops above 

Has received thee from the hands 
Of the Nymphs among whose bands 

Round the Heliconian spring 

He loves to play in sportive ring, 

CEd. Though not familiar, yet it seems to me 
If I may judge, that herdsman here I see 
Whom late we sought, — in age he seems the same 
We might expect in him, — the rest I claim 1 260 
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As servants to have known, but yet this man 
You having seen, know better than I can. 

Chorus. I knew him well, a faithful hind and true, 
Better than he, King Laius had but few. 

(Ed. Of the Corinthian there are these things told 
Or this man here? 

Messenger. This one whom you behold. 

CEd. You then. Old Man ! observe my words and tell 
What I may ask. ThOu didst know Laius well ? 

Serv. I was his slave, not bought but with him bred. 

CEd. What was thy work, or what life hast thou led ? 

Serv. I fed his flocks, 'twas thus my life was spent. 

CEd. To what part of the land wast mostly sent ? 1 2 73 

Serv. Upon Mount Cithceron, or the country near. 

(Ed. Didst know this man, or hast thou seen him 

[ there ? 

Serv. Of what man dost thou speak ? what did he do ? 

(Ed. Of him before us, — ^was he known to you ? 

Serv. Trusting my memory, I cannot say. 

Mess. No wonder, master! I will find a way 
To stir his memory, — for I know full well 1280 

He minds the time in Citheeron's woody dell 
He had two flocks to tend and I but one. 
When he my neighbor was three whole months, on 
From Spring to Autumn,— there in winter's cold 
My flocks I penned secure in my own fold, 
He his in Laius' stalls. — Can you recall 
If aught of this was done, or none at all? 

Serv. Thou say'st the truth, but 'twas so long ago. 

Mess. Come now! a boy thou gav'st me, thou dost 

[know, — 
That I the foundling for myself should nurse. 1290 

Serv. What is it? why dost thou this tale rehearse? 

Mess. Fellow ! this here is he, who then was young. 

6 
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Serv. A plague seize on thee ! canst not hold thy 

[tongue ? 

(Ed. Reprove him not old man ! thy words I fear 
More need reproof than aught from him I hear. 

Serv. In what have I offended thee O King? 

(Ed. Thou mentioned'st not this child that thou didst 

[bring, 

Serv. He that unknowing prates, talks but in vain- 

(Ed. Nay 'twill be worse for thee not to speak plain- 

Serv. I am an old man, harm me not I pray. 1300 

CEd. Will no one seize and bind him here I say? 

Ser. For what O wretched man ! what dost thou seek? 

(Ed. Didst thou give him the child, as he doth speak ? 

Serv. I did, would I had died that very day ! 

(Ed. And die thou shalt unless the truth thou say. 

Serv. And speaking shall more surely be destroyed, 

(Ed. Old man ! it seems thou wouldst the truth avoid. 

Serv. Nay I did give the child and so I said. 

(Ed. Was he thine own, or by another bred? 1309 

Serv. He was not mine, he was brought to my home, 

(Ed. By whom I pray, from what house did he come ? 

Serv. Ask me no further master, I implore !— 

(Ed. Wretch ! thou shalt die if I must ask once more, 

Serv. From Laius' race he certainly did spring. 

(Ed. A servant or a kinsman of the King ? 

Serv. Alas ! I must the very worst declare ! 

(Ed. Yes and the very worst I now must hear. 

Serv. The child Was Laius' own, but none so well 
As she thy wife, within, can these things tell. 

(Ed. She gave thee then the child ? 

Serv. She did my lord. 1320 

(Ed. And for what end ? 

Serv. That he should be destroyed. 
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CEd. O wretched wife ! 

Serv. An augury she feared. 

CEd. What? 

Serv. He should slay his parents she had heard. 

CEd. How didst thou bring him then to this old man ? 

Serv. I pitied him and did devise this plan, 
That I should seem to bear him far away 
To distant lands, and yet he here should stay. 
I did preserve his life for ills most dread, 
If thou art he, as this man now hath said, 
A most unhappy wretch thou must remain. 1330 

CEd. Alas ! alas ! all comes before me plain, 
O light of day ! I would this were the last 
That I should look upon, I who am cast 
By Fate to love what I should put away 
And those whom I should love am doomed to slay. 

Chorus. All of your mortal race 

Count I as vain, 
What man his bliss can trace 

Whither attain. 
When all seeming bright and fair 1340 

Falls into dread despair ? 
Let thine example show 

Thy wretched doom, 
CEdipus, earth can know 
Nothing but gloom. 
High was thine upward flight 
Seizing all bliss most bright, 
Ah ! when the cruel Sphynx did stand 
Spreading death through all my land 
Dire, destroying auguries giving; 1350 

Thou a tower of safety, living 
Didst become our mighty King. 
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Honors we were proud to bring 
Called thee o'er great Thebes to reign, 

But who can tell 

Thy wretched fall 

Labors up- piled 

Misfortunes wild, 
Making thee learn all life's exchange of pain, 

O CEdipus renowned 

What harbor hast thou found ? 
One bridal for the Father and the Son ! 

Didst thou not dread 

Lest the paternal bed 
Which thou hast thus so miserably won 

At such a time 

Should shout aloud thy crime ? 
All-seeing* Time detects thee now 
Adjudges void thy marriage vow 
That binds the mother and the child. ^ijo 

O Laius' Son ! 

Would thee I ne'er had known ! 
Yet I deplore thy fate with wailihgs wild, 

For all forsooth * 

To speak the truth. 
Aided by thee again to strength I rise 
And close once more in sleep my weary eyes. 

THE EXTRAORDINARY MESSENGER ENTERS, 

Ex. Mess. O ye most highly honored in this land 
Things direful shall ye see and understand, 
Which surely shall your hearts with sorrow rend 1 380 
If to Labdacus' house regard you lend. 
Not Phasis' waters or swift Ister's wave 
The hidden guilt from off that house can lave ; 
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Upstarting to the light foul ills appear 
Which wrought by willing hands, those hands must bean 
For of all woes those most we must deplore 
Which our own sins have brought within our door. 

Ckor. Nothing was wanting in the woes we Ve known 
To make them hard to bear ; what more must come ? 

£x. Mess, The first for you to learn and me to tell 
Is how in death royal Jocasta fell. 1391 

CAor, Unhappy Queen ? by what means did she die ? 

£x. Mess. By her own hand ; but saddest *tis no eye 
Hath the last scene beheld> no friend was near 
But all that I could learn thou now shalt hear 
Of her unhappy fate* As filled with grief 
She to her chamber comes to seek relief, 
Closing the doors with force as in she goes, 
Calls her dead LaiUs to behold her woes, 
Then straitly standing by her bridal bed 1400 

Tears her disheveled hair from oflf her head* 
Remembering former loves and all their cost 
A parent's life by his own offspring lost, 
Herself doomed by relentless fate to bear 
Children to him who should have been her heir. 
Bewails her double nuptials, fate beguiled 
To give her lord a lord, and children to her childv 
Thus wailing died* No more I saw or knew 
For now the frantic King breaks on our view;— 
He wandering wildly rushes to our side 1410 

From whom her fate we could no longer hide. 
Now calling for his sword, now for his wife, 
A wife no more, the double source of life 
To him and to his children ;— But then he 
So maddened, deemed a spirit there might be 
In every form, nor we e'en men did seem 
Who round him stood ; for with terrific scream 
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He bursts the double doors, rending by force 

The hollow bolts, and takes his headlong course 

Into the room where now the Queen we find 1420 

Hanging by twisted cords all closely twined, 

Whom he beholding, with a frightful yell 

Loosens the binding ropes, when downward fell 

The wretched corse, 'twas frightful to behold, 

Then wrenching from her clothes the pins of gold 

Deep in his eye-balls thrusts them, while he cries: 

** Thus be forever blotted from mine eyes 

All that I suffer, all the ills I do !— 

Buried in darkness be what none should view, 

What none should know forever be unknown! " 1430 

With curses deep and thick thus muttered on, — 

Tearing his sightless eyes, while from the balls 

All darkly purpled, in a shower there falls, 

Not drop by drop distilling, clots of gore, 

But blackened streams of blood like hail-storms pour. 

Thus from the two hath come these direful wrongs. 
Crime that alike to man and wife belongs ; 
To him continued fortune once was given 
And justly granted by propitious heaven. 
Now anguish, sorrow, death and foul disgrace 1440 
With ills of every name usurp the place. 

Ckor. But for such woe is no relief supplied ? 

Ex. Mess. He shouts aloud the doors to open wide. 
That every Theban passing by may see 
Him doomed a father's murderer to be, 

And then a mother's nay I must withhold 

Such words unholy which may not be told. — 
Then prostrate on the earth himself he throws, 
Not willing that his house should bear the woes 
Himself is cursed with, — for he seemed to fear 1450 
The force that led him onward,— nor could bear 



CEDIPUS TYMANNUS. 61 

His dread affliction-— such affliction too 
As he will show you when before your view 
The doors he opens, — and will sights disclose 
That would to pity move his fiercest foes. 

Chorus. O calamity most dread 

Human eyes can ever see ! 
Most dread of all that I am led 
With such misery to be ! 
Wretch ! what madness seized upon thee 

In thy woe begotten state? 146 1 

What divinity hath borne thee 
On to thine unhappy fate ! 

Alas ! alas ! I cannot brook 
On such misery to look, 

I would ask, inquire, hear, 
But such horror who can bear ? 
CEd. Wretch that I am ! O w6e ! O woe ! 
Where, O whither can I go ? 
In my ears a voice is ringing 1470 

Fearful fate whence art thou springing ? 
Chorus^ Horror that no ear can hear ! 
Horror that no eye can bear ! 

STROPHE cu 

CEd. O hateful, darkening cloud 

That doth me thus enshroud ! 
Unconquerable foe ! 

Unutterable, ever-during woe ! 
Alas ! alas ! how pierce me thro the stings 
Of present griefs, and those which memory brings! 
Chor, It is not strange when thee such suffering fills, 
Thy grief is doubled, bearing double ills. 1481 
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ANTISTROPHE a. 

(Ed. O friend \ O steadfast friend f 

That dost me still attend ^ 
Thou ministering one F 

Who to me blind, comest alone, 
Thou dost not leave me, and tho' sightless, I 
Still know thy voice, and bless thee coming nigh. 
C/tor. O fearful act ! what demon could incite 
Thy daring hand, thus to put out thy light ? 

STROPHE b. 

CEd. 'Twas Phoebus, O my friend, H90 

On me these ills did send, * 

From him is all my woe, — 

Not my hand struck the blow 
Tho' the stroke was all for me, — 
Why should I wish to see. 
When nothing pleasant comes within my view? 
Chor. 'Tis even so indeed, thou speakest true. 

STROiPHE g. 

(Ed. What sight can I behold, 

What love to me be told. 
What voice within mine ear 1 500 

Give joy for me to hear? 
Out from my rest 

Let me be driven, 
Of men the pest. 
Accurst of heaven ! 
No mortal, earth hath ever seen, 
So hated by the Gods hath been. 
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CAor. Coward, alike in soul and by disgrace ! 
Would I had never lived to see thy face ! 

ANTISTROPHE 6. 

(Ed. Accursed let him be, 1510 

Who did deliver me 
From death, and broke the chain 
That gnawed my feet in twain. 
No good did it betide, 
For then had I but died, 
This pang had never fallen on me or mine. 
Chor. Yes, I could wish indeed such fate were thine. 

ANTISTROPHE g. 

CEd. No father then were slain, 

Nor had I ever ta'en 
That mother for my wife 1520 

From whom I drew my life ; 
An unholy child, 
An4 doomed to death ! 
Who her defiled 
That gave me breath. 
O ! if there be more damning shame, 
Let CEdipus be called its name! 

Chor. I know not how thou could'st this deed achieve, 
For better 'twere to die than blind to live. 

(Ed, O tell me not 'twere an unworthy deed 1530 
Such counsel now, alas ! I cannot heed. — 
I cannot tell how eyes of mine could greet 
Father or wretched mother, should I meet 
Them in the shades below, my crimes most base 
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Against them both, e'en death could not efface. 

You think it might be pleasant still to look 

On children's faces, nay I could not brook 

The sight, if whence they sprang I call to mind ; 

City or town or holy shrines I find 

No pleasure give to me, to me alone 154^ 

Most wretched man, — I whom the Thebans own 

And load with honors, yet my own command 

Myself hath banished, driven from this land 

Where I proclaimed the wretch should find no place. 

Guilty before the Gods and Laius' race. 

Bearing upon my soul this foulest blight 
Could I desire such things to meet my sight ? 
Nay, never ! could I but shut out my woes 
The fountain of my ears Ltoo would close, 
And blind and deaf would be, a wretched thing 1550 
To which no sense could added misery bring. 
For sweet it is to find the mind can dwell 
Shut out from every ill. O Cithoeron tell 
Why didst thou me receive ? — or tell me why 
Thou didst not slay me when received ? then I 
From whence I sprung, to men had never shown. 
O Polybus and Corinth ! and the home 
Once called my own, how fair ye seemed to me ! 
But oh ! what wretchedness ye make me see ! 
Evil myself, now evil me belays, — 1560 

O hidden dell ! and ye three meeting ways. 
Forest and narrow pathway with these three. 
Ye which did drink the blood then shed by me. 
My father's blood ! — doth memory still remain 
Of what I did with you ? or here agaia 
What I wrought more ? O nuptials, nuptials dread ! - 
Ye, ye have planted, ye this seed have bred, — 
Now take it hence, show up this kindred brood, 
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Sons, br6thers, fathers, one commingled blood, 

Wives, daughters, mothers, what the world can call 

'Mong deeds most base, the basest of them all. 1571 

But let me say no more, it is not right 

To speak of deeds that should not meet the sight. 

Quickly I pray you hidden let me be 

From all, or slaip, or cast beneath the sea, 

It matters not, so I no, more be seen, — 

Come! deign to touch a wretch thus all unclean, 

Obey ! fear not, the ills 'neath which I groan 

Of mortal men, can fall on me alone. 

CAor. Here Creon comes, of all the fittest man 
In this your need to act, or counsel plan, 1581 

For next to you he our protector stands. 

(Ed. Alas ! what aid can I ask at his hands ? 
Henceforth what faith can he in me repose 
Whose acts toward him can only wrong disclose ? 

Creon. Not as a mocker CEdipus I came, 
Nor thee for acts of former wrong to blame ; 
But Thebans, ye who stand about me here. 
If ye no longer mortal men revere, 
Respect the Gods, respect heaven's blazing light, 1 590 
And hide this direful horror from its sight. 
Such fearful wrong nor Earth, nor Heaven should see, 
Hidden and housed forever let it be. — 
Flee to thy house, for surely there alone 
Should horrors such as these be heard or known. 

CEd. O Gods ! since then you come to me a friend, 
Although all hope from me a wretch, you rend. 
Grant this, — for you, not for myself I ask. 

Creon. And what I pray you then shall be my task ? 

CEd. Expel me from this land and let me go 1600 
Where none of mortal race my face shall know. 
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Crean. 'Twere well perhaps, but what the Gods 

[ command 
Now to be done, I fain would understand. 

CEd. All that, the Oracle has made most plain. 
An impious parricide, I must be slain. 

Creon. So was it told, and yet in this our need 
'Twere well to learn if he approve the deed. 

(Ed. Would'st thou for such a wretch the Gods 

[ implore ? 

Creon. Yes, now have trust in God if ne'er before. 

CEd, For her who now unburied lies at home 1610 
I do beseech you, place her in such tomb 
As you deem best, — for well I know that you 
For one thus near your own, will rightly do, 
But as for me, deem me not fit to stand 
A living dweller longer in this land. 
But send me out to the recesses wild 
Of my own Cithceron, where when a child 
My father and my mother sent me, there 
A living tomb for me they did prepare, 
There let me die, that I a grave may find 1620 

Where they who gave me birth my death designed. 
But this I know, that no disease or strife 
Such as doth men befall shall end my life, 
For I had ne'er safe thro' such dangers passed 
But to encounter ills more dire at last. 
Then let it come, whatever my fate may prove, — 
But hear me Creon still for those I love. 
My boys, for them I will not ask your care, 
Men are they, formed the ills of life to bear, 
But for my two poor girls who at my side 1630 

Have always sat, — were at my board supplied 
For every want, — who freely took their share 
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Of all I had, for these I still must care. 
O let me stretch my hands above them still 
And strive to guard them from impending ill. 

O King I pray ! 
O kinsman ! in my hands I seem to hold 
And clasp them to me as I did of old, — 

What do I say ? 
O Gods ! what sounds are these that meet my ears 
The sobbing of my loved ones in their tears? 1640 

Creon ! wilt thou pity me, and send 
My dearest children to their only friend ? 

Say do I ask aright ? 

Creon, Thou dost, — to order these things now is mine 
Knowing what jeal pleasures once were thine. 

CE{i. Blessings attend you ! — and for your reward 
May fortune be to you a better guard 
Than she has been to me, — O children dear 
Come hither, — to these hands of mine draw near, 1650 
These hands that have a father's eyes made blind 
That once for you were bright, — O children kind, 
No more I see or know you, — who before 
A father seemed to you, is yours no more, 

1 cannot see you, but for you my tears 
Must flow, when I survey your future years, 
The bitter years you in the world must live. — 
What land to you can friendly greeting give? 
What gathered feasts from which you must not go 
More wept than aught the player's art can show ? 1660 
And when to marriageable years you come. 

What man shall dare to take you to his home, 
Bearing this dire disgrace which ruin brought 
On those who bore me, and for you hath wrought 
No less of shame ? — for every fearful wrong 
Is present here and crowds the darkening throng, — 
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Your father's hand a father's blood hath shed 

And brought pollution to a mother's bed, — 

You to these very crimes your life do owe. — 

Such your disgrace ! — you thro' the world must go 

Bearing your fate, that none shall call you wife, 167 1 

Unloved, unwedded, wearing out your life ! 

O Creon ! whom I almost father deem 

To these my children, — for we both do seem 

To ruin our own offspring, — O despise 

Not these unwedded wanderers, nor devise 

For your own kindred aught that may fulfill 

For them the measure of a father's ill. 

Their tender years let thy compassion own, 

By all deserted but by you alone. . 1680 

Promise this, kinsman, give me here thy hand. 

And you my children, you would I command, 

Could ye now hear, but this I only say 

Make with your father now this vow to-day, — 

To live so you a better life may gain. 

Than he who gave you being could attain. 

Creon. Enough ! dry up thy tears, — come in this hall 

CEci, I will though hard it be, 

Creon, Time covers all. 

CEd. Dost know how I would go ? 

Creon. I listening stand. 

CEd. Send me an exile banished from this land. 

Creon. You ask of me what to the Gods belongs, 

CEd. Before the Gods I have done fearful wrongs. 

Creon. So may'st thou soon thy destiny fulfill. 

CEd. Aye, sayest thou so ? 

Creon. 'Tis surely not my will 

Rashly to speak what I cannot approve. 

CEd. Let me at once then from this land remove. 
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Creon. Go now, — nor for thy children farther care. 
CE(L Nay, send them not from me in my despair. 
Cre. Think not all things to hold beneath thy power, 
What thou hast held dures not to thy last hour, 1 700 

Chorus. 

Fathers of Thebes ! this CEdipus behold 
Who read, your famous riddles ; one most bold 
Of all among you, — -one who no reward 
Of favor or of fortune would regard. — 
How hath he fallen! but in this sad turn 
Of dire calamity, this lesson learn, — 
Of mortal men, know well that none can rest 
Secure from ill; and none supremely blest 
Can e'er be called, until that final day 
Which fills his life's full term, hath passed away. 1 7 1<^ 



THE END* 
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